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it had been well. For Poetry, as Bums could have followed it, is but another form of Wisdom, of Religion; is itself Wisdom and Religion. Eut this also was denied him. His poetry is a stray vagrant gleam, which will not be extinguished within him, yet rises not to be the true light of his path, but is often a wildfire that misleads him. It was not necessary for Bnrns to be rich, to be, or to seem, < independent ;* but it was necessary for him to be at one with his own heart; to place what was highest in his nature highest also in his life; < to seek within himself for that c consistency and sequence, which external events would ' forever refuse him/ He was born a poet; poetry was the celestial element of his being, and should have been the soul of his whole endeavours. Lifted into that serene ether, whither he had wings given him to mount, he would have needed no other elevation: poverty, neglect and all evil, save the desecration of himself and his Art, were a small matter to him ; the pride and the passions of the world lay far beneath his feet; and he looked down alike oil noble and slave, on prince and beggar, and all that wore the stamp of man, with clear recognition, with brotherly affection, with sympathy, with pity. Nay, we question whether for his culture as a Poet, poverty and much suffering for a season were not absolutely advantageous. Great men, in looking back over their lives, have testified to that effect. fi I would not for much/ says Jean Paul, c that I had been born richer/ And yet Paul's birth was poor enough,; for, in another place, he adds: * The prisoner's allowance is bread and water; and I had often only the latter/ But the gold that is refined in the hottest furnace comes outHEEe^iire&t7"or, as he has himself expressed it, c the canary-bird sings sweeter,the longer it has been trained in a darkened cage/
A man like Burns might have divided his hours between